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Reader's’ 
RESPONSE 


I have just finished reading the testimony of a 
young 22-year-old man who told how he tried to 
run from God. It was in the November 3 issue of 
the Evangel, under the title of “Sweet Peace Behind 
Bars.” It was just wonderful. 

I am a young convert and I want to do the Lord’s 
will no matter what. 

—FAYE HICKS 
Thomasville, Ga. 


Seve inns nit ae OSCE REDE coed 


I am enjoying the Evangel very much, especially 
the editorials. I hope that sometime you will find 
it practical to publish them in book or binder form. 

—EARL T. GOLDEN 
Old Fort, N. C. 


I am in my sophomore year at Ohio State Uni- 
versity here in Columbus, and I would like to ex- 
press my appreciation to the “On the Spot” feature 
which appeared in the October 13 issue of the Evan- 
‘gel. The question posed, “Which is better for the 
Pentecostal student: a secular college or a church 
college that is anti-Pentecostal?” In my opinion 
this was given thorough thought and competent 
coverage by each of the experienced writers. 

May I suggest further advisory features to our 
Church of God students who are contemplating 
entering a college or university, perhaps a month 
or so before the entrance date of universities across 
America. 


Also, may I commend the splendid article written 
by Mrs. Ruth Williams concerning music in the 
church. —CARL H. RICHARDSON 
Columbus, Ohio 





NOTICE! 


TO LICENSED MINISTERS, 
EVANGELISTS AND EXHORTERS 


Your present license will expire December 31, 
1958. You should send in your license now for 
renewal. 
General Secretary-Treasurer 
1080 Montgomery Avenue 
Cleveland, Tennessee 





























HE SEASON HAS COME WHEN a day of thanks- 
Diving will be proclaimed for our nation by the 
President of the United States. The wheels of in- 
dustry will stop for awhile; the hands of labor will pause 
for a day; the churches will receive renewed emphasis; 
the American tradition will be lauded; for a day there will 
be some appreciation to God for His mercies and blessings. 
True thanksgiving is not a matter of convention, however 
it is a matter of the heart. Formal proclamations of 
seasons .of thanksgiving are both good and necessary, espe- 
cially for an entire nation’s observance. But for the Chris- 
tian, thanksgiving to God should be a natural thing, and 
should at all times occupy his heart. 

In this season of national giving of thanks, is there really 
anything for which to be thankful? My heart answers “yes” 
—and my intelligence affirms it. There is no need for the 
Christian to search long for the blessings of God—in fact, 
no search at all is necessary—for the manifestations of 
God's love are everywhere. 

Plato once said, “I thank God I am a man and not a 
beast; that I am a Greek and not a barbarian.” Certainly 
we should be thankful that we are Americans. It has been 
pointed out by a churchman of high office that Protes- 
tant Christian countries have no really serious threat of 
Communistic domination—countries such as America, 
Britain, Finland, Sweden, Switzerland, Australia, and 
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Thanksgiving in the Heart 














others. For national blessings let us be thankful. 

We have churches everywhere, and one is able to wor- 
ship God according to one’s own religious convictions. 
We certainly should be thankful to God for our churches. 
Then would come our social blessings—such as friends 
who actually care about us, conveniences that make life 
more pleasant for us, and other things that are basically 
Christian in precept. 

The heart is able to grasp a portion of God's general 
blessings to mankind—notice that I said “portion,” not 
“all”—but it is utterly lost when it tries to calculate its 
personal blessings. We never shall be able to comprehend 
all that God has done and is doing for us. One verse in 
the Bible is sufficient to let us know that divine blessings 
are beyond human ken: “All things WORK—work TO- 
GETHER—for good to them that love God . . .” Romans 
8:28. How can we gain intelligence to such things as that 
verse must contain? Not being able even to know of all 
God’s blessings to us, how could we ever enumerate them 
and give special thanks for each one? It is obvious that we 
cannot. 

We must practice being thankful hearted. There should 
be efforts to hold in mind all of His graces, but the im- 
possibility of it should swell our hearts with praise. Since 
true appreciation is always of the hearts, then let us for 
ever and ever praise Him for everything! 














FEAST 
OF 
HARVEST 


We thank Thee, then, O Father, 
For all things bright and good, 
The seed-time and the harvest, 
Our life, our health, our food. 
Accept the gifts we offer 

For all thy love imparts, 

And, what thou most desirest, 
Our humble, thankful hearts. 


—Matthias Claudius 











By Betty Faye Wheatley 
Birmingham, Alabama 


that memorable winter day, December 21, 1620, 

when our Pilgrim Fathers landed in New Eng- 
land. Yet, today, all the American school children are 
taught the history of these courageous people who 
loved God more than country. 

The Pilgrims suffered severe persecutions and 
hardships for freedom to worship God. They are an 
integral part of America. Leaving their homeland, 
they went to Holland and then came to the New 
World. Then, struggling through a winter of bitter 
suffering, they helped to establish the American 
heritage. 

The government has proclaimed a national day of 
Thanksgiving which is, in part, thanks-offering to 
God for our national heritage of freedom and the 
abundant harvests of today. In part, it is a memorial 
of the Thanksgiving feast the Pilgrims held for the 
first harvest that sustained them in the New World. 

It is only natural at this time of year for Chris- 
tians to think also of another nation of people, for 
it was through this chosen people that God promised, 
“In thy seed shall all the earth be blessed.” It was 
through the fulfillment of this promise that the 
Pilgrim Fathers knew of the true and the living God! 


Every phase of ancient Hebrew history was a step 
to bring the heritage of salvation to all the nations 
of the earth. The nation of Israel had lived for four 
hundred years in a land not their own. Like our 
forefathers, they, too, were pilgrims in a strange land. 
They were reduced to a state of abject slavery. When 
the time was fulfilled, however, God brought them out 
of Egypt with many signs and wonders. By the hand 
of Moses, God led them through many years of wil- 
derness wanderings and finally to the borders of the 
promised land, “a New World for them.” 


During the years, God gave Moses His laws for the 
people to abide by. At this time he also ordained 
many days on which the people were to cease their 
labor and worship Him. These were the first annual 
days in history set aside to give a thanks-offering to 
God! It was not by chance that many of these feasts 
came in the harvest season. The Lord’s Passover, last- 
ing seven days, was to commemorate the night of 
the Exodus from Egypt. All Israel re-enacted the 
Passover Supper. The people ate as they awaited the 
death angel to pass over the doors marked with the 
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blood of a lamb. The Supper consisted of the passover 
lamb, unleavened bread and wine. 

First-fruits’ day was held on the day after the 
Passover Sabbath. A sheaf of new corn was brought 
to the priest as a wave offering unto the Lord for the 
gift of fruitfulness. Seven weeks later, two loaves of 
leavened bread made from the new flour, was given 
for a wave offering. This was the Feast of Pentecost, 
which was also called the Feast of Harvest because it 
came at the very end of the harvest season. 

The Day of Atonement was a day of fasting. The 
high priest went into the Holy of Holies in the Temple 
to offer sacrifices for his own and for the people’s 
sin. This day preceded the Feast of the Tabernacles, 
which was also called the Feast of the Ingathering. 
This was a thanks-offering to God for the harvest 
and a memorial of the time the Hebrews lived in little 
tents (tabernacles) made of boughs in the wilderness. 


The land of Canaan had a very fertile and produc- 
tive soil. There were many grassy mountainsides for 
the herds of fat cattle and flocks of sheep with thick 
wool to feed upon. These herds of cattle and flocks of 
sheep fed and clothed the people. Yet, only through 
worshipping the creator of these material things, the 
living God, and observing His laws and statutes, could 
Israel know and keep these blessings. 

Today, all full gospel churches are termed Pente- 
costal. This is because the outpouring of the Holy 
Ghost fell on the disciples on the Day of Pentecost. 
This day, also called the Feast of Harvest, was a day 
to give an offering to God for the harvest. 

Comparatively few countries of today have a na- 
tional heritage of liberty such as we have in America. 
But Peter, on the Day of Pentecost, said, “Repent, 
and be baptized every one of you in the name of 
Jesus Christ for the remission of sins and ye shall 
receive the gift of the Holy Ghost. For the promise is 
unto you, and to your children, and to all that are 
afar off, even as many as the Lord our God shall call” 
(Acts 2:38, 39). 

We may not find life in this world a bed of roses, 
but God’s children are not of this world. We are pil- 
grims and strangers here! James said, “Be patient 
therefore, brethren, unto the coming of the Lord. 
Behold the husbandman waiteth for the precious 
fruit of the earth, and hath long patience for it, until 
he receive the early and latter rain” (Chronicles 5:7). 
That final harvest or ingathering of the redeemed, is 
the hope of every Christian heart. 


Here we make a big feast from the harvest of 
fruits, vegetables, and choice fowls with which the 
Lord has prospered us. Then, calling in family and 
friends, we celebrate with much rejoicing and mer- 
riment and feasting upon the fat of the land. How- 
ever, in the pilgrims’ hearts, there are thoughts of 
another feast for Revelation 19:9 says, “Blessed are 
they which are called unto the marriage supper of 
the lamb.” 

That will be the greatest Feast of Harvest ever 
known! It will also be the greatest day of Thanks- 
giving and rejoicing ever known! This is the day John 
looked on when he heard the voice of a great multi- 





tude saying, “Let us be glad and wrojoiee, auu give 
honour to Him: For the marriage of the Lamb has 
come and His wife hath made herself ready.” 

Truly, the born-again saints are pilgrims here, for 
they have been born again in the image of the second 
man, the Lord of heaven. They are the Church, the 
Wife of the Lamb, and her mission here is to make 
herself ready. 

Then will we move to a “New World,” a far better 
country! There we shall sit down with Abraham, 
Isaac, and Jacob in the kingdom of heaven. Revela- 
tion 21:3, 4 says, “And God himself shall be with 
them, and be their God. And God shall wipe away all 
tears from their eyes; and there shall be no more 
death, neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there 
be any more pain: for the former things are passed 
away.” 

“And I looked, and behold a white cloud, and upon 
the cloud one sat like unto the Son of man, having 
on his head a golden crown, and in his hand a sharp 
sickle. And another angel came out of the temple, 
crying with a loud voice to him that sat on the 
cloud, Thrust in thy sickle, and reap: for the time 
is come for thee to reap; for the harvest of the earth 
is ripe. And he that sat on the cloud thrust in his 
sickle on the earth; and the earth was reaped” 
(Revelation 14:14-16). 
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By M. G. McLuhan 
Johannesburg, South Africa 


streams through the windows, I sit in thought 

between the past and the future. Behind are 
lovely thoughts of home and the dear, smiling faces 
of loved ones. Again memories of the congregational 
and special singing of the great camp meetings come 
back to me. I seem to hear again the voices of my 
many friends in Florida, Ohio, Georgia, Pennsylvania, 
Western Canada and Maryland. I hear again the well- 
wishes and feel the warm handshakes of our friends 
as we were turning our faces once more toward 
Africa. Africa—charming, challenging Africa, with its 
millions who have never heard the gospel. 

With my feet once again on African soil, all of 
these memories seem like colorful, but unreal, dreams. 
Is it really true that my family and I have already 
been to Canada and America? Has a whole year of 
our lives passed so quickly; or is it a nightmare I 
have had, and our furlough is just now coming up 
when we will really be on the way back? Will we be 
heading for the plane tomorrow and peer out of the 
window in breathless excitement over New York City 
in a few days? Are we yet to clasp our loved ones 
to our bosoms in fond reunion? 

The rustling sound of the wind in the blue gum 
trees brings me back into the world of reality. It is 
true although the miracle of air travel has made them 
seem so, these are not dreams. They have been 
very real and vivid experiences in the changing pan- 
orama of life. Here I am with my family, far, far 
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away from the land of my birth and the homes of 
my loved ones. Africa’s millions are now around me 
once more; and with their presence comes the inner 
voice of God, telling me that I am in the place of His 
divine appointment! Before me lies the staggering 
challenge; and when I look it in the face, I feel a 
tingle through my being and a tinge of fear. Who is 
able to accept such a challenge in himself? None! 
Those who embrace it must do it in the strength of 
Another, and they must be backed up by the prayers 
and means of a mighty multitude of saints beyond the 
gray bosom of the restless Atlantic. 

I dare not reminisce too long; nor do I have space 
to mention all of the precious memories that would 
throng down the thoroughfare of my mind if I would 
but open the gates of thought. I must carefully choose 
one memory and enlarge upon it. It must be one that 
others can share with me, so that we can reach across 
the breadth of miles and have true fellowship in the 
Spirit. I must give my views on what was perhaps 
a common experience of many. The difference will 
perhaps be because I am a missionary and others 
are not in that field of service. 

The accompanying picture brings back one of the 
most precious memories of all our time in America. 
I took it with my own camera from the balcony over 
the main entrance in the auditorium at the recent 
General Assembly. For several days Sister McLuhan 
and I had been drinking in the blessings of fellowship 
and love at this great convocation. We had promised 
ourselves that we would try to be the greatest blessing 
possible; and at the same time, take away with us 
all of the good things that we could. We had chased 
away the thought that this would be our last General 
Assembly for six more years, and we just tried not to 
think about our five-year appointment to Africa. This 
was not because we were unhappy to be returning, but 
we are human and do not like to say good-bye 
or to leave the Christian fellowship. It would be more 
than five years before we would again see these dear 
faces or hear this mighty congregation sing like the 
sound of many waters. 

During the Assembly I was assigned to write on the 
subject, “The Theme of the General Assembly,” but 

(Continued on page 12) 





























® Souvenirs of My 


Return Trip 
to Africa 


By Margaret Gaines 


Tunis, Tunisia 


and the little port town, Le Havre. I have 

been up all night waiting for the first signs of 

land, and there it is—the long line of harbor lights 

in the foreground, the dimmer lights of the sleepy 

town in the background, and the faithful light of 

the moon falling upon the water from high above, 
tracing a path for the S/S United States. 

In the lounge a young man is expressing his soul’s 

emotions as he artfully plays minor strains on the 
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Girls’ chorus and members of the Lamplighters Club 





At the mission 


piano. Something in the melody, something in the 
composure of his body and his facial expression, tells 
a story of nostalgia. Scattered about the lounge are 
several groups. Some are sipping champagne; some 
are playing cards; others are playing scrabble; and 
still others are staring before them with absent ex- 
pressions—no doubt their thoughts are many knots 
from this lounge. In just two more hours this very 
lounge will be stirring with commotion because all 
(Continued on page 10) 
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ROM THE VERY beginning, God’s creatures 

have constantly sought pleasure and joy. Re- 

gardless of what the creature might be, man 
or beast, he seeks joy and pleasure. God looked upon 
the world and saw that it was without form, and 
void; and darkness was upon the face of the deep. 
He was dissatisfied with what He saw. There was no 
pleasure in looking upon an earth that was without 
form, where darkness ruled. A Christian shouldn’t find 
any pleasure looking upon a sinner whose life is ruled 
by darkness. Darkness, fear, and anxiety do not bring 
joy, but rather anguish. Hear the scream of the child, 
when he is awakened in the night; he looks about 
and sees only darkness. He is afraid of the darkness 
and what it produces. 

It gave God great pleasure to let His Spirit move 
upon the face of the waters. Things began to happen 
as it always does when His Spirit begins moving. God 
said, “Let there be light.” The world that was in 
darkness became illuminated with God’s glorious light. 
Tell me there isn’t pleasure when darkness is replaced 
by light! During the War of 1812, when our fairly 
young nation was thrown into darkness of warfare, a 
young lawyer and poet by the name of Francis Scott 
Key, witnessed the bombardment during the night of 
September 13, 14, of Fort McHenry, the most important 
of the ring of fortifications about Baltimore. He waited 
anxiously for the darkness to end and morning to 
come. When daybreak finally came, the sight of the 
American flag, still flying over the fort, brought 
faith and inspiration. This sight inspired him to write 
the poem, “The Star-Spangled Banner.” The poem and 
the music to which it was set became the national 
anthem of the United States, first by popular usage, 
and then by an act of Congress in 1931. The Scrip- 
ture says that God saw the light, that it was good: 
This brought God pleasure. 

Every sincere heart longs for light. It is only the 
evil ones who desire darkness. They love darkness 
because it covers and hides their evil acts. It permits 
them to indulge in all kinds of crime. They are able 
to steal, rob, and murder. It is in darkness that they 
are able to create fear and anxiety for those who 
long for peace and security. 

When the Spirit of God started moving, things be- 
gan to happen. First, light replaced darkness, then 
the waters were divided. The earth was then able to 
bring forth things that could be enjoyed. Yes, I know 
that God received great joy in doing this. When an 
individual does something good he, too, receives joy. 
Joy and pleasure do not always come by waving a 
magic wand. Christ had joy in redeeming lost man, 
but it took His life’s blood to do so. The early Church 
had much pleasure, but it took great persecution to 
obtain it. 

In Luke’s Gospel we see a contrasting picture to 
our text. In chapter 24, we see a small party of people 
going to the tomb where the Lord’s body had been 
placed after His crucifixion. They had with them 
spices which they had prepared. When they reached 
the sepulchre and found the stone moved away, they 
entered the tomb and found not the Lord’s body. Peter 
ran into the tomb, and stooping down, beheld the 
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By Wayne S. Proctor 


Summit, Illinois 


linen clothes laid by themselves. He departed, won- 
dering in himself at that which was come to pass. 

About seven miles northwest of Jerusalem there 
were two disciples, Cleophas and another. Their coun- 
tenances were very sad; their hearts seemed to be 
filled with darkness. They felt empty and alone. A 
few hours before, their Lord had been crucified. All 
that seemed to remain in their hearts was a memory, 
a memory of His outstanding works and words of 
comfort. There isn’t any pleasure in being alone. Just 
the feeling that no one cares and that you have been 
forgotten brings discouragement and sorrow. 

After the Lord appeared unto them, these two re- 
turned to Jerusalem, found other disciples, and told 
them all the things that had happened that after- 
noon. As they spoke, Jesus stood in their midst and 
said, “Peace be unto you.” He then opened their un- 
derstanding, that they might understand the Scrip- 
tures. It was then the Lord told them of the promise 
that would be sent to them. They were to tarry in 
the city of Jerusalem until they were endued with 
power, power to preach the Word. This Word would 
bring pleasure to those in darkness. 

The writing in the eighth chapter of Acts is the 
beginning of spreading joy. Jesus had instructed the 
disciples to preach the Gospel to all the world, not 
just in Jerusalem. That was to be the starting place. 
It had been a year or two, perhaps longer, and they 
were still at Jerusalem, working miracles, riding on a 
wave of unprecendented popularity. They were de- 
fying the rulers and having themselves a glorious 
time. It was at this time that God permitted a bomb- 
shell of persecution to be dropped. This was the thing 
that started the missionary work of the church. It 
is easy to relax and enjoy the things that we have. 
We often find ourselves rejoicing in church and having 
joy, when there isn’t too much to rejoice about. 


“And There Was - 


Jo. 


y 


Boba Dab i Rb EE KID IITIIIITIIGIIIIDG 


* 
- 
x 
i 
mM 
~“s 
uM 
-“ 
-* 
x 
-* 
os 
x 
* 
x” 
* 
x” 
-* 
* 
* 
-* 
* 
-* 
* 
x” 
x” 
x” 
x” 
x” 
-* 
- 
x 
-* 
x 
x 
-“ 
-u 
-* 
* 
- 
-* 
-* 
x‘ 
x 
-* 
-“ 
* 
x‘ 
U 


Vas Great 
Joy in Shat City” 


] 


iy 


LAA AIAI AAA ASS SSSA SSSA SSA SSA SIS ASSESSES SSSI SSIES SSIS SESSILIS 


( 
) 

=) | 
| 





(Acts 8:8) 


S YIILIAAIAAIAAIAAIAI ASIII SIA ISSA G A 





Ofttimes little things can set off a wave of rejoicing 
when there hasn’t been a soul saved in the church 
for weeks. 


THERE WAS SOME joy in Jerusalem, but 
in Samaria there was darkness. It was harvest time 
in Samaria and the disciples could not see the vast 
harvest for the rejoicing. One might get the idea that 
the writer does not believe in rejoicing, but I do. I 
believe that when the Spirit of God moves and blesses 
our souls, we will rejoice, but I do believe we have 
misconstrued the manifestation of the Spirit many 
times. There comes a time when we have to leave 
Jerusalem and the rejoicing and go to Samaria. 


Stephen had been killed, and devout men carried 
him to his burial and made great lamentation over 
him. Saul made havock of the church, entering into 
every house, hailing men and women, committing 
them to prison. This caused many Christians to be 
scattered. Phillip left and went down to the city of 
Samaria and preached Christ unto them. There wasn’t 
any use of staying in Jerusalem, for all the shout 
had been taken out of them. There wasn’t too 
much rejoicing now. Their joy had been turned to 
weeping and great lamentation. Oh, God, help us today 
to weep over those who are still in darkness. I always 
think of the words of the weeping prophet, in Jere- 
miah 9:1, “Oh that my head were waters, and mine 
eyes a fountain of tears, that I might weep day and 
night for the slain of the daughter of my people.” 

Too many times we have to have persecutions or 
a tragedy before we are able to see those in darkness. 
I am reminded of the great mine explosion a few 
years ago in the State of Illinois. Many people had 
become complacent in our churches throughout the 
coal field when the horrible news of the explosion 
reached us. I shall never forget the change that came 


to most of us in the church. It was near Christmas, 
but there wasn’t a Christmas spirit. It is hard to have 
a Christmas spirit when your friends and relatives 
are being carried out of the mine to a temporary 
morgue. The sight was terrible. The town, small in 
population, began to fill with officials of the mine, 
union, and sight-seers. Just a few hours before people 
were buying presents; cheer and laughter filled the 
air, but suddenly the spirit of buying, giving, and ex- 
changing of gifts was substituted with sorrow and 
pain. Hear the scream of the wife, who a few hours 
before saw her husband leave home; or the child who 
kissed his father good-bye. Imagine, my friend, the 
pain and anguish that fill the heart in a time of 
tragedy. 

There was a change in our churches too. Oh yes, 
people whose eyes had been dry for years began to 
weep. Many would say “I haven’t the burden I need; 
I cannot cry. Nothing seems to disturb me.” Many 
had placed their Bibles upon the shelf and hadn’t 
bothered to open them; but when the news reached 
us, things were changed. Our altars were filled; people 
were agonizing before God. There was wailing. Yes, 
our hearts that had been so complacent had sudden- 
ly become very heavy. 


Oh friend, is it right to be moved only by a tragedy? 
Why can’t we become burdened while there is time for 
souls to be helped? Psalm 6:5 says, “For in death 
there is no remembrance of thee: in the grave who 
shall give thee thanks?” What is the worth of a 
soul? Perhaps Christ, our beloved Saviour, will an- 
swer that. For what shall it profit a man, if he shall 
gain the whole world, and lose his own soul? Then 
is a soul worth weeping over? “O Jerusalem, Jeru- 
salem, which killest the prophets, and stonest them 
that are sent unto thee; how often would I have 
gathered thy children together, as a hen doth gather 
her brood under her wings, and ye would not!” 
Perhaps it’s time that we took a trip to the Mount of 
Olives as Christ often did to look over the city. From 
this summit we can see the teeming millions who are 
in darkness and have no pleasure. 

The cities and towns are filled with people who do 
not have the joy and pleasure that you and I have. 
Think of our own great Chicago, the great midwestern 
metropolis, with its water ways, great lakes and canals, 
great industry, and large wage scale. These certainly 
entice thousands of people to leave their farms and 
small towns to seek big wages. One cannot deny the 
fact that it is here waiting for those who will come 
for it. 


THE WHEELS OF industry are certainly 
grinding around the clock, many of them seven days 
a week. People who at one time could hardly provide 
the necessities of life are now living with many 
luxuries in the big city. Pastors driving through the 
city detect something besides big earnings. Beyond 
the factories and big money, hidden in the apart- 
ment houses and in the suburban areas are many 
people whose souls are dying. Believe me, we know 
what it means to drive through the city day after 
day and weep as we drive, knowing that within the 
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walls of dingy apartments and other homes are thou- 
sands of people who are lost. Many of them are 
people who one time knew the Lord. No doubt, many 
of them served your churches as pastor, clerk, Sunday 
School teacher or L.W.W.B. president. Yes, they are 
surrounded by millions of other people now, living 
in the same building with thieves, robbers, prostitutes 
and even murderers. Many of them live in fear, afraid 
to let their children out of their sight. They are 
hidden within these walls, and we are not able to 
find them. People who one time shouted the victory 
and reared their children in the fear of the Lord, 
now are alienated from Christ. Do you wonder why 
we are disturbed? Children who used to attend Sun- 
day School regularly now know Sunday only as a 
day that they do not have to attend public school. 


Liquor and tobacco clutter the kitchen tables where 
one time the Holy Bible rested between daily devo- 
tions. Foul language comes forth now from mouths 
which one time gave lovely testimonies of salvation 
and healing. Their children used to read their Sunday 
School lesson, The Lighted Pathway, and the Evangel. 
They now read lurid comics, and books of crime, 
violence, and vice. They read how the murderer walks 
by night; they have learned how to make cheap love 
in their teens. Many times they are just barely in 
their teens. 


Go with us some morning about 2:00 a.m. to the 
county hospital. See the young girls, some in early 
teens, some in later teens. The large hospital is so 
overly crowded. There is a shortage of help; there is 
no where to place the suffering wrecks of humanity. 
Every room is filled, and even the corridors are filled 
with beds. It is almost impossible to get them into 
the emergency room. They are in trouble, some have 
been picked up by the police ambulance, off the streets, 
out of flophouses, and cheap hotels. They are alone, 
no one to care for them except the county. They 
haven’t any money to pay their bills, so where else 
can they go but to the county hospital? Their faces 
are very pale; they are burning with fever. Some have 
tried to commit suicide, thinking that would end it 
all. Who are these? My friend, some of them are girls 
you once knew. They were quite small when you last 
saw them, but they have become old enough to be 
in serious trouble now. 


A few weeks ago they would not give the minister 
any time to pray with them, but now it is different. 
They are willing to listen to words of encouragement. 
They are willing for someone to pray for them. What 
will help them now? “O precious is the flow, that 
makes me white as snow; no other fount I know, 
nothing but the blood of Jesus.” 


Yes, pastor, your brethren in the metropolitian area 
are very much concerned about the great number 
of people moving to the city. They tell me there are 
ten thousand people that are material for our church. 
They are backsliding and losing out with God. Their 
souls are being damned. I know you are concerned 
about their welfare as well as we are. Anyone of the 
brethren here would be glad to call on them if we 
only knew how to reach them. Would you check your 
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membership, find out where they are living, and let 
us know. We feel that we must find them. 

The night is rapidly closing in on us! The day 
is about done! 

May God help us not to relax until we have gotten 
every one of them safely into the fold. 





SOUVENIRS OF MY RETURN TRIP TO AFRICA 
(Continued from page 7) 


passengers disembarking at Le Havre must have 
breakfast at six o’clock and must meet the immigra- 
tion officers in the lounge at six-thirty. Disembarka- 
tion is scheduled for seven-thirty. Just two hours 
more and the first ‘“etape” of my trip back to Africa 
will be terminated. 

Trying to think back when this trip began, I sudden- 
ly realize that all the events of my life are so related 
that it is really very difficult to specify a beginning to 
any given event; yet, if there must be a beginning 
of this present voyage, I choose to mark it as the last 
visit I made to the Missions Department. 

I recall—somewhat like Jacob, I suppose—I was 
moved upon by a spirit of jealousy for spiritual bless- 
ings. Before taking this trip, I longed for our missions 
staff to join with me in recommitting myself to God’s 
service. To me it was more than a prayer; it repre- 
sented an urgent appeal to God for His graces, both 
protective and providential. At the same time, I ac- 
cepted the added responsibility for the added grace. 
That moment when everyone in the missions offices 
laid aside all the other pressing duties and assembled 
with me in Brother Aultman’s office for prayer shall 
be a strong bulwark for me for a long time. 

The last day in Cleveland was one of happy mem- 
ories and sad farewells. In the evening we went to 
the midweek prayer service; and there, with some of 
my dearest friends, I knelt and we talked with God 
from the depths of our souls. We went to the depot 
straight from the prayer service. Ah, yes, it is so real 
to me now, that night at the depot. While our 
throbbing hearts indulged in conversation of scattered 
subject matter to fill up the last few minutes, my 
thoughts strolled through the luxurious corridors of 
the past five months. One by one I contemplated 
these precious friends as each one took his place in 
the dramatic scene on my mind’s stage—scenes of 
friendships being formed and established, scenes of 
joys shared, of burdens borne together, and of ex- 
periences exchanged. Our lives, like multicolored 
threads, were taken into the hands of a master 
weaver and woven into a beautiful pattern which 
binds us as long as time shall last. Each friend had 
been so good to me that, though I tried, I could not 
pick out the sweetest one of all. As if in answer to 
my mind’s question, this group began to sing, “Jesus 
Is the Sweetest Name I Know.” As I stepped aboard 
the train, I thought how true it is—had I not realized 
long before that a gift is intended to express the good 
will of the giver? How vain it is to desire to cling 
to the gift while the Giver waits to claim us. God, 























through Jesus, gave me these friends. I longed to 
take them with me; and as they sang again “What 
a Friend,” I suddenly knew that I could take them 
with me and leave them, too. With the strains of 
this last hymn still fresh in the night air, the train 
crept away. 


It was not until after eleven o’clock that I at last 
boarded the huge steamer. Less than an hour later 
the anchors were lifted and the tugboats came to 
help “Her Majesty” the S/S United States to turn 
her bulky self and to gain her freedom in the North 
River’s depths. One by one the familiar landmarks of 
New York slipped into the distance and shrank in 
size until at last they were invisible, leaving only the 
beautiful, clear sky, the calm sea, and a few gulls 
who insisted on escorting us for a great distance out. 


The beautiful weather accompanied us through the 
entire voyage, so no one was seasick aboard the 
steamer. Every day was filled with the usual exciting 
experiences that one has aboard ship. Most exciting 
of all to me, however, was meeting so many different 
people to whom I had opportunity to witness about 
Jesus. It is most astounding to realize how few people 
on a ship really know God. They have a vague theo- 
retical knowledge of Him without having an experi- 
ence. Like everywhere, however, they listen with ex- 
tremely varying degrees of interest. 


Swarms of people are gathering around, each com- 
menting on the trip and the dock that they see before 
them. Many are seeing Europe for their first time. 
Others have been abroad several times before. The 
chimes are trying desperately to be heard above the 
commotion, letting us know that it is time for break- 
fast and disembarkation. 


PART II 


LE HARVE ISN’T a big city, only an average 
size port town. The cool air of northern Europe domi- 
nated the atmosphere as we disembarked, but it was 
not unwelcome. Instead of proceeding to Paris, I chose 
to remain a few days in Le Harve in order to meet 
the S/S Nieuw Anstradam which Brother and Sister 
McDaniel boarded in New York for Le Harve. I really 
anticipated that meeting, for it surely promised to be 
a blessing to them, as they can not speak French, and 
to me, as I was traveling alone. 

During that sojourn in Le Havre, I wrote many 
letters and I tested my French to see if I had retained 
the language well. To my pleasant surprise, my French 
had not suffered from the long neglect. 

Finally the date arrived for the docking of the 
S/S Nieuw Anstradam. Impatiently I awaited the 
afternoon; and as soon as I had had dinner, I bought 
a box of candy (destined for Sister McDaniel) and I 
went to the port. Certainly I was early, very early, 
but that was not why I found the docks completely 
empty. When I finally found someone on the dock 
and asked where the ship would be docking, I learned 
that there had been a strike of dock hands and no 
ship would be docking there that day. The S/S Nieuw 
Anstradam would be docking instead at Cherbourg, 
France, which is 120 miles from Le Havre. I could not 


waste time pitying myself; I had to think clearly 
and quickly. So with the box of candy, like a wilted 
bouquet in my hand, I started my long walk with 
heavy steps back to Le Havre, a distance of about 
two miles. I had time, ample time, to think the situa- 
tion through before I got back to Le Havre. I decided 
to telegraph Brother and Sister McDaniel to meet me 
in Paris. This I did upon arriving at Le Havre and 
I made preparations to take the next train to Paris. 

When, at ten o’clock that evening I finally saw my 
friends at Gard St. Lazare in Paris, I was happier 
than I had expected to be, for I realized how nearly 
we had come to missing each other. The box of candy, 
though battered by this time, still served its purpose. 

In the hotel we had a wonderful time exchanging 
tales of our trip and finishing the evening (rather 
beginning the dawning) with a good vibrant prayer. 


After a few hours’ sleep and a continental break- 
fast, we three made haste to see as much of Paris 
as possible in the few short hours that remained. Be- 
ginning with the Bastille, we went to Notre Dame 
and to the Egyptian Obelisgue. From Place de la 
Concorde we strolled down Champs Elysees until the 
stalwart Arc de Triomphe loomed up before us. By 
that time our feet were weary and our throats were 
dry, so we took a streetcar and went to the Eiffel 
Tower. Up in the tower, in a little cafe, we drank an 
orange drink. Noticing that the time was advanced, 
we hastened from there to the East Station, for 
Brother and Sister McDaniel had just the time to 
take their train. In just a short while I found myself 
alone again, waving good-bye from a quay. 


Having no further interest in remaining in Paris, 
that very evening at eleven o’clock I took the train 
for Marseille. It was a long night, sitting stiff- 
backed in a compartment which is typical of all 
European trains. I was relieved when we arrived in 
Marseille; but my joy was soon dampened, as the 
International Fair was in Marseille and it was ex- 
tremely difficult to find hotel accommodations at any 
price. Finally, though not without difficulty, I found 
a room. By that time, all I cared for was to have a 
bath and to sleep. 


Like most big ports, Marseille is teeming with peo- 
ple of every nationality. As one of the crossroads of 
the world, Marseille harbors ships from many coun- 
tries and citizens from an even greater variety of 
countries. From the huge statue of Mary perched on 
the steeple of a church overlooking Marseille, one 
can see row upon row of streets of poor or rich 
sections of the big city. Nice, modern buildings with 
balconies of iron wrought in lacy patterns mark the 
better residential districts. On the other hand, build- 
ings, dingy gray with age, with clothes hanging from 
the windows and mingled odors of garlic, onion, olive 
oil, and grilled meat assure one that he is in a poorer 
section of the city. 

The ships sailing from Marseille to Tunis can ac- 
commodate only a few passengers with a stateroom. 
Many were we who sat up all night in a long chair 
in order to sail at an earlier date. Our ship, the 
S/S Ville d’Alger, was very charged as many French 
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soldiers were going to Algeria. They disembarked at 
Bone, Algeria; then we went on to Tunisia. 

I was very excited when Tunisia’s silhouette began 
to be seen on the horizon. Gradually, as we came 
nearer, I could recognize each place, and each place 
recalled memories of the past. I asked myself 
many questions ... “Will life be the same in 
Tunisia? Will I find any of the converts? Will I have 
any trouble entering? What political conditions will I 
find?” as we were drawing steadily nearer. Sidi Bou 
Said, La Marsa, and Carthage filed by on my right 
hand; and on my left, Bou Kornine lifted up its 
head. Then, before I realized it, we were preparing to 
dock at Tunis. Among the crowd of people on the 
shore, I distinguished six who had come to meet me. 
I could no longer hold back the tears. They were few, 
but they were there; and they had prepared trans- 
portation for me and my baggage! 

Disembarkation or embarkation? All of my papers 
show that I disembarked at Tunis, but really I em- 
barked upon a new way of life—new service for the 
Master—upon a new term of missionary endeavor in 
the country for which my heart beats with great 
fervor. 





A MISSIONARY’S MEMORIES OF THE 
GENERAL ASSEMBLY 


(Continued from page 6) 


my pressing duties and furious work of preparation 
to leave for Africa, plus the travel from Memphis to 
Canada to New York completely commandeered my 
time. I have not forgotten, however, and will attempt 
to deal with this theme from afar. It is a vivid 
memory and impression; and I dare to hope that 
though coming from afar, it will be fresh and alive 
with the love of God and a blessing to all who read it. 

The first time I entered the auditorium at the Gen- 
eral Assembly, I was impressed by the short Scripture 
quotation appearing in bold letters directly above the 
main speakers’ platform. It was just another way of 
expressing the theme of the General Assembly. Know- 
ing my task, I kept my eyes open for every sign 
that would express the theme of the meeting. My 
camera became my ever-present companion. However, 
I soon found that such a theme as this was indeed 
a most thrilling thing to look for. Holiness is not a 
negativism, so I did not look for those superficiali- 
ties that unscriptural asceticism and self-righteous 
legalism count as purity. That holiness that attempts 
to manifest itself in what it does NOT do and does 
NOT say and does NOT wear is within reach of every 
deluded soul who imagines that the character of God 
can be demonstrated by human effort and exhibited 
by unaided human nature. I wanted no picture, 
neither mental nor photographic, of those who are 
enmeshed in this blind struggle toward humanistic per- 
fection. Bible holiness comes only from the living heart 
of a personal God, expressed by the power of the in- 
dwelling Spirit through human personalities. It is 
manifested by spontaneous action and living example, 
both inward and outward, by those who have become 
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the recipients of the imputed and imparted righteous- 
ness of God through the redemptive work of His cruci- 
fied and resurrected Son. 

I also bore in mind that victorious, constant, and 
practical holiness can only come to men as the off- 
spring of militant evangelism. It is that which be- 
cause of a pure heart manifests itself in separation 
from the world—not only the shallowness of a world 
of fashion, but, more important, a world of selfish- 
ness where the power of the organized realm of evil 
spirits dictates every moral, mental, and religious im- 
pulse of its human followers. I began to look for this 
holiness. I watched for its unmistakable blossoms in 
the human garden of the General Assembly. Since 
the seed bed for holiness is evangelism, I began to 
seek signs of a passion for the lost, self-sacrifice for 
others, plain heart-purity, unfeigned love, and true 
spiritual worship. I sought for that which expressed 
a ministry of mercy, hope, and comfort; for real 
holiness leaps to grasp the hand of the falling and 
gently raises the head of him that languishes in 
sickness, pain, and despair. It is ever the fearless 
knight in shining armor who hates evil and unhesi- 
tatingly takes the lists against any and all of the 
malign forces of sin. Regeneration is the spiritual 
birth and positional sanctification of the sons of God, 
but experimental holiness is the character of God in 
action in the hearts, minds, souls and motives of those 
who have come into realization of their place in God’s 
militant program against sin of all kinds, both per- 
sonal and inherited, both individual and universal. 

At the General Assembly I soon found the evidences 
of this type of Bible holiness. I saw men keep silent 
rather than hurt their brother. I saw men moved to 
deep emotion by the picture of dying souls in foreign 
lands. I saw great men step down from great and 
responsible offices with the dignity that only true 
holiness can produce. I saw others raised to positions 
of challenge, who ascended to their office with tears 
of humility. “Holiness unto the Lord” was readable in 
human epistles everywhere. True, there were a few 
failures here and there; but that creates an aware- 
ness of the continual need of looking unto Jesus. I saw 
what some would call “ordinary men,” the rank and 
file of our mighty ministry, stand in transfixed rever- 
ence when great issues were at stake, and respond in 
unity when those issues were decided. This is the 
holiness that is greater than personal feeling and 
selfish interest—it was what I sought for. 

In the women’s meeting at the General Assembly 
where the accompanying picture was taken, I became 
most conscious of the living reality of the Assembly 
theme. There they stood before us, representative of 
motherhood and womanhood throughout the world! 
Here the attributes contained in “holiness unto the 
Lord” shone forth. Mother’s love is the highest mani- 
festation of that virtue on earth. Mothers are God’s 
most successful evangelists. A mother’s touch has more 
mercy and comfort in it and expresses more tender- 
ness than the touch of an army of men. The sight of 
a worshipping mother with her child will stop a 
blood-thirsty mob in its tracks and leave it standing 
with bared and bowed heads, bewildered and awe- 























stricken in the presence of God. The holiness of pure ness unto the Lord.” I remembered that to the bosom 
Christian womanhood disarms much of the world’s of a woman God gave the Gift Who made “holiness 

> evil. The longsuffering of Christian womanhood down unto the Lord” a Divine Provision, and Spirit- 
through the ages is an epic unparalleled in the annals powered possibility for mankind. 
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Lord.” Here, with memories of my own dear mother, 


who tore me from her own broken heart to present The course to be studied is: 


me to Africa’s bleeding heart. I smelled the sweet W.T.C. No. 4—“Sunday School Evangelism” 
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News News News 
Assembly MINUTES Are Ready for Mailing! 


The 1958 General Assembly MINUTES* of the Church of God 
are now ready for shipment. 


PLACE YOUR ORDER NOW! 
@ ORDER a copy for each family in your church. 
@ PROVIDE each new member with a copy of the MINUTES. 
@ DISTRIBUTE copies to friends of the church. 


In ordering for a church, please use the church order blanks. 





CHURCH OF GOD PUBLISHING HOUSE 
922 Montgomery Avenue, Cleveland, Tennessee 


PRICES ARE AS FOLLOWS: NAME 
Please send me _____________ copies of the 1-13 copies $ .55 ea. 
1958 General Assembly Minutes of the 13-25 copies .50 ea. 
Church of God. Add postage of 10c for 26-50 copies .45 ea. 





STREET OR R.F.D. 











first book, 4c for each additional 51-57 copies .40 ea. 
book. 76-up 3300. “TY STATE 
Remittance of $ enclosed. 











* Includes measures passed on in the 1958 General Assembly! 
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NO SHOPPING! 
NO WRAPPING! 
NO WORRYING! 


You can give a choice gift, economically priced 
that will be appreciated all year long. What’s 
more you don’t even have to go shopping to do 
this. All you do is send your friends an Evangel 
subscription as a Christmas gift. A beautiful 
card will be mailed to your friend indicating 
that you are presenting him with a subscription 
to the Evangel as a Christmas gift. It is as simple 
and easy as that! 
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FILL OUT THE “EVANGEL” ORDER BLANK BELOW AND MAIL ALONG WITH YOUR CHECK! 


(Prices: $2.00 individual subscription for 1 year, $1.75 per year in club subscriptions of four or more) 


CHOICE GIFT— 


An Evangel subscription is a choice gift for a friend 
at Christmas. It is a gift which will remain new, stimu- 
lating, and helpful each week throughout the whole year. 


EASY TO ORDER— 


No pushing! No kicked shins! No stepped-on toes! No 
flared tempers! No lines! No worry! No bother! No park- 
ing space to find! You simply list the names and ad- 
dresses of persons on your gift list and mail with check. 
You do nothing else. It is as simple and easy as that! 


Name 





Street 
City and State —....... 
Gift card to read 











Name 





RR ein SRS a 
City and State _.._ 
Gis card to read . 











INEXPENSIVE— 


An Evangel subscription is inexpensive. If you order as 
many as four subscriptions as gifts, you will receive 
each at a LOW COST of only $1.75. Where else could 
you buy a gift with 50 reminders for only $1.75. 


MINISTRY— 


Each gift subscription of the Evangel will deliver a 
message to your friend each week of the year. This 
Evangel ministry may be the method God will use to 
win your friend to Christ. 


Name 
no RRR a8 SES, ~ tl Mesa, MSD elt SRC SOR SI REO 
City and State 

Gift card to read - 





Name 

et 2 ee : 

City and State 

IS OO ccs 





Mail order to: CHURCH OF GOD PUBLISHING HOUSE, 922 Montgomery Avenue, Cleveland, Tennessee 
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(7 family devotions 





By CLYNE W. BUXTON, Birmingham, Alabama 


Missions Emphasis Week 


Memory Verse: “And He said unto them, Go ye into all the world, and 
preach the gospel to every creature” (Mark 16:15). 


Monday, November 24 
God’s Voice 
Scripture, 1 Kings 19:9-12 

Elijah desired to hear God’s voice. 
He listened during a strong and 
boisterous wind and did not hear 
Him. Neither did he hear God in 
an earthquake nor in a fire. How- 
ever, after the fire the Lord spoke 
to him in a still small voice. The 
Lord still “speaks” to His children. 
He may speak during private medi- 
tation, prayer, or in the wee hours 
of night. 

Pray that God will encourage and 
comfort all of our missionaries. 
Perhaps you are acquainted with 
some; call their names in prayer. 


Tuesday, November 25 
Ye Shall Receive Power 
Scripture, Acts 1:1-8 


Christ’s will is that all of His fol- 
lowers be filled with the Spirit, for 
then shall they have power for ser- 
vice. This infilling of power is ef- 
fective in witnessing, in tempta- 
tion, in life, and in death. It is not 
only our responsibility to accept 
this power, but also our glorious 
privilege to have it and enjoy it. 
“And be not drunk with wine 
wherein is excess, but be ye filled 
with the Spirit” (Ephesians 5:18). 

Our mission program’s greatest 
need is additional finances. Why 
not ask God what portion of your 
income would He have you give to 
missions? 


Wednesday, November 26 
Only Christ Can Cleanse 
Scripture, Galatians 6 

Just trying to be good, without 
an experience with Christ, is not 
sufficient. F. B. Meyer, the preach- 
er, told of calling upon a parish- 
ioner whose wife had just hung a 
beautiful white sheet upon the line 
to dry. While Dr. Meyer was there, 
a snow covered the ground. Upon 
leaving, he marvelled at how dingy 
the sheet appeared against God’s 
white snow. Our goodness, apart 
from Christ, is not good enough. 

Some of our missionaries’ needs 
are acute. Let us pray today that 
God will supply all their needs. 


Thursday, November 27 
Thanksgiving Day 
Scripture, 1 Thessalonians 5:16-18 

On Thanksgiving Day, 1949, a 
twelve-year-old girl, being quizzed 
on a radio show, surprised some by 
stating. “I’m thankful for every- 
thirg God has done for me and 
everyone else, not only today but 
all during the year.” On this 
Thanksgiving Day we can thank 
the Lord privately for His manifold 
blessings. Too, like the twelve-year- 
old girl, we can let it be known 
publicly that we are thankful to 
God on this day and throughout 
the year. 

The Church of God has mission- 
aries in more than fifty different 
countries. Today let us thank God 
for the success of our foreign mis- 
sions program. 


Friday, November 28 
What Do You Think of Jesus? 
Scripture, Luke 23:13-24 

Is He just “a Teacher come from 
God” to you? Pilate must have ad- 
mired Him, but apparently never 
accepted Him. At the cross the 
centurion said, “Truly, this was the 
Son of God,” but he must have 
never known Christ’s peace. Even 
the demons stated “This was the 
Son of God.” We must not only be 
able to say that He is the Saviour 
of the world, but that “He is my 
Saviour. His blood has washed away 
my sins,” 

Today let us pray specifically. 
Perhaps the Lord will lay a partic- 
ular country upon your heart to 
pray about today. 


Saturday, November 29 
Almost Is Not Enough 
Scripture, 1 Kings 5:1-14 

When Naaman went to Elisha for 
healing from his leprosy, Naaman 
stood at the door of Elisha’s dwell- 
ing and was quite incensed that 
Elisha did not come out. Naaman 
was almost to the Man of God, but 
not quite there. He should have 
gone ide, for it was he, not Eli- 
sha, who was seeking help. Like- 
wise, souls today can be almost to 
their spiritual cleansing but still 


fail to take the final steps to receive 
it. “Almost is of no avail. . . Almost 
is but to fail.” Man must be “in 
Christ.” 

Tomorrow is Sunday. While you 
worship in a warm, dry church, 
some of our fellow-Christians on 
foreign soil will worship in inade- 
quate places. Pray that God will 
supply better buildings. 








Pray for a very special unspoken 


request. —A sister in Christ 


Pray for Ruth-Carter that the 
Lord will save her and help her to 
overcome evil. 

—A member in distress 

Pray a special prayer for my 
daughter who is in a serious con- 
dition. —Mrs. Rosa New 

Mt. Airy, N. C. 

Pray for a friend to be saved and 
that I may be completely healed. 
Also pray that the Lord will help 
us to meet our needs. 

—Anna Leposchak 
Dunnville, Ky. 

Pray that the Lord will strength- 
en my heart and soul and that I 
will be in the center of His will. 

—Sister Omar Chesteen 
South Winona, Miss. 

Pray that God will help my hus- 
band get a steady job. 

—A sister in Christ 

Pray a special prayer for the 
family of W. D. Webb. 

—Mrs. Della O. Ward 

Pray that the Lord will a be 
body. —Mrs. C H. 


Pray for the salvation eg my 
children. Pray that I will prove a 
blessing instead of a burden. 

—Maifred B. Hunt 
Clarksdale, Miss. 

Pray that God will save my 2 
sons and that they will live a life 
for Christ. —A Christian mother 


Pray for the healing S my son, 
N. B. Little. —Mrs. L. Little 
Washington, ee os 
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We are delighted to offer a two-pound 60% fruit and nuts fruitcake as a 
Thanksgiving and Christmas season fund-raising project. 





HERE’S WHY YOU CAN MAKE MONEY SELLING THE PILGRIM FRUITCAKE 


CONSUMER ITEM—The Pilgrim Fruitcake is consumer item. 
Every family is a potential customer. Many families 
will buy more than one. Others will become repeat cus- 
tomers. 


DELICIOUSLY TASTY—Each Pilgrim Fruitcake contains 60% 
fruits and nuts to give t delicious fruitcake flavor. 
Each cake is fresh for holiday enjoyment. 


GIFT PACKED—Each Pilgrim Fruitcake is individually wrapped 
in cellophane paper and packaged in an individual 


metal container for safekeeping and ease of handling. 


PROFIT MAKER—Each packaged two-pound Pilgrim Fruit- 
cake has a $2.95 pre-priced label on the inside. You 
pay $1.10 each postpaid in quantities of 36 or more. 
The suggested selling price is $2.00. This is a minimum 
profit of $.90 each. You can sell a $2.95 fruitcake to 
your customer for only $2.00 and make a profit of 
$.90 for your church. 








USE THIS HANDY ORDER FORM 
Gentlemen: 


Please ship ___....... cases (12 cakes in each case) of your 
two-pound fund-raising fruitcakes at $1.10 each postpaid. 


MINIMUM ORDER—3 CASES 
Church of God Serial No. 
Name 
Address 
City 
Clerk’s signature 

















Pastor’s signature 


PLACE YOUR FRUITCAKE ORDER TODAY! 
NO RETURNS WILL BE ACCEPTED FOR CREDIT! 














